Those Quarrelsome Bonapartes
the bust of Caesar, dislodged by some sudden movement
of his, dropped to the floor to be shattered in pieces. It
was the slightest of accidents, of course, but it did not
lighten the mood of either of the Corsicans. They stared
at the shards; then rapidly she went on:
"Oh, you must not tempt fate by accepting the crown
or killing this boy. Once more I plead with you, my son.
If it would sway you, I would go down on my knees to
you, and I am a proud woman."
"Enough, signora," but his voice was gentler. "I know
you mean well; but my decision is irrevocable.53
She rose and for just a few heartbeats stood there in
the gathering gloom, as tall and unyielding as her son, her
dark gown so lost in the shadows that he could see nothing
of her but her white face and pleading eyes.
"Farewell," she said at last, "I go to Italy to-morrow."
"With Lucien?"
She nodded assent.
So bitter was he now at what he inwardly termed her
defection that he turned away.
She took one or two steps toward him, paused, then
also turned and glided so softly out of the door that he
did not know that she had gone.
At six next day, the bells of the neighboring church
broke on the morning air. He had been quite cynical at
times about religion, professing it to be good for society,
since it contented the poor, through immortal hope, with
the present good fortunes of the rich. Again he had de-
fended even orthodoxy quite warmly. The recent cyni-
cisms may have been due to a love of argument or proof
of a growing materialism; but they were, in a way, only
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